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dinner cheroot to Flint's study; but he so often began an evening in a prefect's room that nobody suspected when he drifted in politely, after .the knocks that etiquette demanded.
c Prefects* meeting ?' A cock of one wise eyebrow.
c Not exactly, sir ; we're just talking things over. Won't you take the easy chair ? '
'Thanks. Luxurious infants, you are.' He dropped into Flint's big half-couch and puffed for a while in silence. ' Well, since you're all here, I may confess that I'm the mute with the bowstring.'
The young faces grew serious. The phrase meant that certain of their number would be withdrawn from all further games for extra-tuition. It might also mean future success at Sandhurst; but it was present ruin for the First Fifteen.
* Yes, I've come for my pound of flesh.     I ought  to have had  you out  before the Exeter match ; but it's our sacred duty to beat Exeter/
* Isn't the Old Boys' match sacred, too, sir ? ' said Perowne.     The Old  Boys'  match was   the event of the Easter term.
' We'll hope they aren't in training. Now for the list. First I want Flint. It's the Euclid that does it. You must work deductions with me. Perowne, extra mechanical drawing. Dawson goes to Mr. King for extra Latin, and Venner to me for German. Have I damaged the First Fifteen much ? ' He smiled sweetly.
* Ruined it, I'm afraid, sir,' said Flint.    * Can't you let us off till the end of the term ?'